already damp diaper. Well, she laid 
me on my back, pulled her dress up, 
sat nearly square cm my lace, un¬ 
zipped my fly and gave me a blow- 
job to beat all blow-jobs while I licked 
the inside of her thighs and ran my 
tongue just under the elaslic of her 
plastic pants. The orgasm I had that 
night has never been equalled since. 

Barb and I learned to play a lot of 
baby-type games, and we both really 
enjoyed ourselves. We broke up 
when Barb went away to college 
back east. We continued to write for 
a few months, but it wasn't long 
before she met another guy and our 
relationship kind of tapered off. The 
times were good and the memories 
are even better. 

By chance, I was lucky enough to 
meet a girl who was incontinent. Our 
parents had known each other for a 
couple of years through a square 
dancing club that both couples be¬ 
longed to. For those of you that are 
turned on by a female in diapers, be¬ 
ing married to a girl who is inconti¬ 
nent is a wet dream all in itself. 

Now that I am divorced, I would 
give anything to find another girl 
who, for whatever reason, still wears 
diapers and plastic pants. I personal¬ 
ly don’t wear them, but after my two 
experiences, the sexiest women 
around are those who wear diapers. 
My “wet dream" right now is to find a 
girl who not only wears diapers, but 
also really enjoys wearing them. 

Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


A LIFETIME OF 
PRIVATE SHAME 

Lyn — her real name is Madeleine 
— was always shy. She felt unaccep¬ 
table in this society which empha¬ 
sizes big breasts — despite having a 


pretty china-doll face atop a lithe 
ninety-elght-pound frame with per¬ 
fectly-formed mini-breasts which jos¬ 
tle neatly when she jogs, and spheri¬ 
cal little buttocks which stretch her 
junior jeans to their taut limit. 

When we married, I learned the 
deeper reason for her introverted 
nature. She had lived a lifetime of 
private shame because she wels her 
bed! It tore my heart oul to see her 
sobbing so desperately when 1 found 
oul. Much later I learned that she 
thought it would stop when she got 
married. 

I had always fantasized about 
women wetting their jeans, and 
always enjoyed the letters in your 
mag about this, as well as those 
about the new-to-me "Adult Babies." 
The teller about the woman and the 
daughter who both wet their beds 
and had to wear diapers was great, 
just great. 

But back to Lyn. Inspired by your 
magazine’s letters, I tingled with the 
idea o< diapering the baby-smooth 
flesh of Lyn’s round ass. After a cou¬ 
ple of months, and a dozen or so wet 
beds. I sprung the diaper and panty 
paraphernalia on her. She was too 
stunned to protest, and just wept 
great tears of shame. I comforted her 
diapered little body, and she cried 
herself to sleep that night. 

Yes, the next morning she was 
wet, and I developed the hard-on 
Of my life as I removed her water¬ 
proof panty and soaked diaper. She 
had been crying again, but shivered 
with a great spasm of pleasure sec¬ 
onds before the damnedest come of 
my life. 

In the years since, she has come 
to associate great sex with her "prob¬ 
lem." We do it almost every morning, 
as soon as I take off those soggy 
diapers. The ammonia scent spurs 
me to great, hard heights of ecstasy. 

She wets every night. She reverted 
to nightly sogglngs almost as soon 


sa LETTERS 


